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of a picnic. They think they have the responsibility
of Empire on their shoulders. That is a just thought
and a true. In such circumstances of national emer-
gency, the acts and actions of each one of us reacts
on the greater whole. To such is the greatness of
England due. So I think as I ponder and listen to
this conversation, wondering when my turn will
come. My thoughts go back to nocturnal talks on,
the captain's deck of a German liner in the tropics,
with the captain of the ship - a reserve officer of the
German Imperial Navy, five years ago. cYou and
I will shortly fight, my friend/ he used to say.
* There are my orders/ pointing to a safe in his
cabin, 'but let it be a battle of gentlemen!' Shortly
he is to be captured. Or to the inevitable breakfast
salutation of Lord Charles Beresford, R.N., since
1911: ' Good-mornings all; one day nearer to the
German war!' Both these sea dogs knew. Did
England know? Was England told?
The gay careless fox-hunters of the north finish
their drinks with a clink of glasses and rise to depart
to their horses and ships, and as they do so a waiter
hands me a letter on a salver. As usual in such cases,
I carefully and curiously examine the back of the
envelope, instead of at once opening it, to find out
from whence it came! All eyes are on me, for the
cover is oblong in shape and official in character.
There is a silence. I read, put the letter in my
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